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cigarette card. But one is no more obliged to
choose between them than between a sausage and a
rose. Their purposes barely intersect.
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If Dickens had been merely a comic writer, the
chances are that no one would now remember his
name. Or at best a few of his books would survive
in rather the same way as books like Frank Fairleigh,
Mr Verdant Green and Mrs Caudle*s Curtain Lectures, as
a sort of hangover of the Victorian atmosphere, a
pleasant little whiff of oysters and brown stout.
Who has not felt sometimes that it was " a pity M
that Dickens ever deserted the vein of Pzckwick
for things like Little Domt and Hard Times?
What people always demand of a popular
novelist is that he shall write the same book
over and over again, forgetting that a man who
would write the same book twice could not even
write it once. Any writer who is not utterly
lifeless moves upon a kind of parabola, and the
downward curve is implied in the upward one.
Joyce has to start with the frigid competence of
Dubliners and end with the dream-language' of
Finnegan's Wake, but Ulysses and Portrait of the Artist
are part of the trajectory The thing that drove
Dickens forward into a form of art for which he was
not really suited, and at the same time caused us to
remember him, was simply the fact that he was a
moralist, the consciousness of" having something to
say ". He is always preaching a sermon, and that is
the final secret of his inventiveness. For you can
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